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*  ‘Alle  is  buxumnesse  there  and  bookes  for  to  rede  and  to  lerrne , 

And  great  love  and  lyicinge  for  each  of  hem  loveth  other. 

— Piers  Plowman  B.  X.  303  and  305 


THE  STAFF 

HEAD  MISTRESS 
Miss  Gascoigne,  ( Classic s) 

Senior  Mistress 

Miss  Seath  ( Drawing ) 

Miss  Bissett  ( History  U pper  School)  Miss  Blanchard  (form  III- A) 

Miss  Bruce  ( Form  1-A)  Miss  Cam 

(. Mathematics  and  Physics) 

Miss  Cooke  ( Form  Ifl-B)  Miss  Deck  ( Form  II-B) 

Miss  Edwards  {Drill)  Madame  Gaudion  ( French ) 

Miss  Gladding  ( Form  II- A)  {History  and  English  Upper  School) 
Miss  Meggitt  ( Form  I-B)  Miss  Goodwin  {Music) 

Mile.  La  Motte  ( French ) 

Miss  Shand  {Form  III-C)  { Geography  Upper  School) 


COUNCIL  1925-26 
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SIDNEY  LYMAN  Esq.  Mrs.  ESMOND  PECK 

E.  A.  MAC  NUTT,  Esq.  R.  O.  SWEEZEY,  Esq. 

Dr.  H.  P.  WRIGHT 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2018  with  funding  from 
The  Study 


https://archive.org/details/studychronicle1926stud 


lEvoll  Call  1925-26 


UPPER  SCHOOL 

MU  GAMMA 

Margaret  Peck  ( Head  Girl )  Elizabeth  Brice 

Isabel  Barclay  ( Head  of  House)  Harriet  Craig 
Anne  Hyde  ( Prefect )  Frances  Gault 

Charlotte  Macfarlane  ( Prefect )  Mary  Gilmour 
Patricia  Budden  ( Prefect )  Nancy  Hart 

Dorothy  Blair  Betty  Hart 

Kathleen  Bovey  Dorothy  Hyde 


Nancy  Johnson 
Betty  Kemp 
Audrey  Lyman 
Alverda  Macnutt 
Marion  Paterson 
Hope  Richardson 
Helen  Weldon 


Jane  Leggat  ( Head  of  House) 
Charlotte  Stairs  ( Prefect ) 
Dorothy  Osborne  ( Prefect ) 
Stella  Frosst  ( Prefect ) 
Phoebe  Nobbs  ( Prefect ) 
Nancy  Bogert 
Benny  Caverhill 


KAPPA  RHO 

Ruth  Crandall 
Clare  Davis 
Nancy  Hale 
Honor  Mathewson 
Willa  Magee 
Margaret  MacDougall 
Helen  O’Grady 


Mary  Riordon 
Margaret  Sweezey 
Winnifred  Skelton 
Aileen  Stairs 
Olive  Thornton 
Margaret  Tooke 
Nora  Collitt 


foYCE  Pyke  ( Form  Prefect) 
Mary  Baillie 
Pauline  Colby 
Dorothy  Coward 
Phyllis  Daniels 


MIDDLE  SCHOOL 

III-A 

Carol  Dettmers 
Diana  Drury 
Diana  Grier 
Teressa  Junius 
Barbara  Kemp 


A 


Sheila  Macfarlane 
Kathleen  Madley 
Joy  McGibbon 
Betty  Ogilvie 
Deane  Richardson 


Jean  Craig  (Form  Prefect) 
Evelyn  Cantlie 
Ann  Armstrong 
Celia  Cantlie 
Celeste  Glass 
Shirley  Goodall 


III-B 

Ann  Lee  Junius 
Betty  Knox 
Mcnica  Lyman 
Audrey  Monk 
Frances  Meighen 
Enid  Montgomery 


Elizabeth  Peck 
Phyllis  Roden 
Peggy  Robinson 
Lilias  Savage 
Naomi  Skelton 
Peggy  Wilkinson 


MIDDLE  SCHOOL  B 


Ann  Fyshe  ( Form  Prefect) 
Marjorie  Cooke 
Barbara  Carrique 
Barbara  Couch 


III-C 

Allison  Ccristine 
Marjorie  Dcdd 
Louise  de  Clerval 
Esther  Hale 


Daphne  Montefiore 
Barbara  Schofield 
Hilda  Shaw 
Cecily  Skelton 


Norah  Magee  ( Form  Prefect) 
Anne  Coghlin 
Elizabeth  Drummond 
Phyllis  Elder 
Adrienne  Hanson 
Catherine  Judah 
Mary  Lyman 


Margaret  Patch  ( Form  Preft 
Marjorie  Allen 
Barbara  Buchanan 
Theodosia  Bond 
Phyllis  Colby 


Patsy  Haie  ( Form  Prefect) 
Joyce  Ercwning 
Marion  Carter 
Marcia  Drummond 
Margaret  Frayn - 
Mary  Gurd 
Janet  Hutchison 


II-A 

Aline  MacDonnell 
Elizabeth  McDougall 
Martha  MacDougall 
Joan  Patch 
Eleanor  Peck 
Virginia  Sare 

LOWER  SCHOOL  A 

II-B 

ct)  Betty  Galt 

Mary  Hampson 
Rebecca  Jones 
Evelyn  Johnston 
Katherine  Knox 

I-A 

Viva  Jcknston 
Pamela  Kemp 
Charlotte  McCrady 
Mclly  McCuaig 
Annie  Louise  Nelles 
Diana  Fease 
Ma.ry  Lee  Pyke 


Nadine  Shires 
Eleanor  Sweezey 
Helen  Scott 
Deborah  Stairs 
Mercy  Walker 
Joanna  Wright 


Margaret  MacDonald 
Katherine  MacDonald 
Elizabeth  McDonald 
Margaret  Patch 
Andrea  Peck 


Peggy  Saunders 
Daphne  Sare 
Frances  Sise 
Nancy  Tolmie 
Betty  Wilson 
Jean  Yancey 


LOWER  SCHOOL  B 


Barbara  Hampson  (Form  Prefect) 
Margaret  Blackwell 
Elaine  Goodall 
Katherine  Gurd 
Elizabeth  Hanson 


I-B 

Margaret  Knox 
Joan  Murray  Smith 
Alice  Patch 
Rea  Pease 
Christopher  Peck 


Gwyneth  Porteous 
Nora  Richardson 
Marjorie  Schofield 
Joan  Stearns 
Barbara  Whitley 
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THE  SCHOOL  CALENDAR 
1925-26 


Sept.  15th — Term  opened  for  lower  and  middle  forms  and  school 

prefects. 

Sept.  17th — Mu  Gamma  and  Kappa  Rho  came  back. 

Nov.  1  1th — Armistice  Day — Half  Term  Holiday. 

Dec.  22nd — Christmas  Holiday  began. 

Jan.  5th — Easter  Term  begins. 

Jan.  13th — Upper  School  and  members  of  Staff  went  to  see  Sir 

John  Martin-Harvey  in  “Richard  III.” 

Feb.  8th — Members  of  school  and  staff  went  to  see  “The 

Rivals.” 

March  — Lecture  by  Miss  Warne  on  “Dr.  Grenfell’s  Labrador 

Mission.” 

Mar.  28th — Easter  Holidays  began. 

April  5th — Summer  Term  began. 

April  16th — Honour  Flag  Tests. 

May  6th — “Crochets  and  Quavers”  in  aid  of  the  “Gym  Fund.” 
May  14th — Dramatic  Club  production  of  “The  Rivals.” 

May  1  5th — The  Girl  Guide  Rally. 

May  27th — Annual  Church  Service  at  Christ’s  Church  Cathedral. 
May  29th — Miss  Edward’s  Closing  Exhibition. 

June  1st — Annual  “Gym”  Competitions. 

June  26th — Girl  Guide’s  Church  Parade. 

June  10th — School  Closing. 


THE  EDITORIAL 


COMMITTEE 


Advisors . Miss  Gascoigne 

Miss  Gladding 

Editor . J.  Leggat 

Sub-Editor . M.  Peck 

Reports . C.  Macfarlane,  A.  Hyde 

Current  Events . I.  Barclay 

Publishing . D.  Osborne,  C.  Stairs 


The  Committee  wishes  to  thank  on  behalf  of  the  School,  all 
the  kind  friends  who  have  taken  such  an  interest  in  the  Study 
during  the  past  year. 

Very  Reverend  Dean  Carlisle  and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Wiswell, 
for  their  very  interesting  lessons  on  Saint  Luke’s  Gospel. 

Mrs.  Blackader  for  the  beautiful  set  of  casts,  which  have 
been  hung  in  the  Assembly  Hall  and  are  to  be  competed  for  in 
the  Annual  Gym  Competitions. 
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Mr.  MacNutt  for  showing  us  such  interesting  moving  pic¬ 
tures  during  the  year. 

Colonel  Gilday  for  judging  the  Gym  Competitions. 

Mr.  Coward  for  the  Hudson  Bay  Company’s  pictures  in 
1  -A  Form  Room. 

Mr.  Richardson  for  the  science  books  he  presented  to  the 
library. 

Mrs.  Kemp  for  giving  two  volumes  of  the  Nature  Magazine. 

All  those  who  so  kindly  gave  and  helped  at  the  two  bazaars. 

Miss  Bruce  for  the  splendid  work  she  did  for  us  by  arranging 
and  running  the  two  Bazaars. 

Miss  Gascoigne  and  Miss  Seath  for  the  set  of  pictures  pre¬ 
sented  in  September  and  now  hanging  in  the  Kappa  Rho  Room. 

Colonel  Hough  and  other  friends  in  Seaforth  Avenue  for  so 
generously  beautifying  the  school  garden. 

Miss  Gladding  for  her  help  with  the  magazine  and  Dramatic 
Club. 

The  Old  Girls’  Association  for  running  the  Tea  Room  at 
both  bazaars. 

J.  LEGGAT,  Kappa  Rho. 


THE  BUILDING  FUND 

We  have  realized  more  than  ever  this  year  that  the  School’s 
most  pressing  need  is  for  the  new  Assembly  Room,  and  it  is  very 
much  hoped  that  it  will  soon  be  possible  to  start  building. 

The  fund  is  steadily  increasing.  On  June  6th,  1925,  a 
bazaar  was  held  in  the  school,  for  which  everyone  worked  hard, 
and  which  realized  over  $1300.  In  December  we  made  another 
$300  by  the  sale  of  various  articles  not  sold  at  the  June  bazaar. 
On  April  6th,  1926,  the  concert  given  by  Miss  Williams’  pupils 
added  $65  to  the  building  fund.  We  now  have  over  $2,000 
earning  interest  in  the  bank. 


REPORTS 


DRAWING 

This  year  the  Upper  School  was  in  two  divisions  for  drawing. 
One  division  had  their  lesson  on  Thursday  and  one  on  Friday. 
There  was  also  a  class  held  every  Friday  afternoon  for  those  who 
wanted  an  extra  lesson.  At  the  beginning  of  the  Christmas 
Term,  Miss  Seath  put  up  schemes  for  us  to  work  from,  allowing 
us  to  choose  our  subjects  from  them,  Among  them  were: — a 
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a  poster  for  Winter,  a  poster  for  Egypt,  a  Norman  doorway  or 
arch  with  figures  in  the  costume  of  the  period,  a  Gothic  arch,  a 
design  for  a  window  seat  and  the  chintz  to  decorate  it,  figures 
going  upstairs,  a  design  for  a  vase  and  a  plan  of  the  Parthenon, 
which  was  to  be  copied.  This  last  was  to  teach  us  something  of 
Greek  art  at  its  height. 

Miss  Seath  reports  that  some  very  nice  drawings  were  done 
by  Patricia  Budden,  Clare  Davis,  Mary  Gilmour,  Phoebe  Nobbs, 
Mary  Riordon,  Aileen  Stairs  and  others.  A  class  was  also  held 
on  Monday  afternoon  for  the  little  girls  of  the  Middle  School, 
and  very  good  work  was  accomplished  by  this  class  as  a  whole. 
Monica  Lyman,  Louise  de  Clerval,  Elizabeth  Peck,  Cicely 
Skelton,  Anne  Fyshe,  Evelyn  Cantlie  may  be  specially  men¬ 
tioned. 

AILEEN  STAIRS, 

Age  14,  Kappa  Rho. 


MUSIC 

We  have  had  a  great  deal  of  music  this  year  in  School; 
besides  our  singing  classes  we  have  a  march,  played  by  different 
girls  in  the  morning  when  we  come  into  the  hall  for  prayers,  and 
while  we  go  out  Miss  Goodwin’s  playing  is  always  enjoyed 
immensely. 

This  term  we  have  only  had  one  music  lesson  a  week  in  the 
Upper  School,  but  we  try  to  make  the  best  of  our  time  and  have 
learnt  several  songs.  Among  them  are  an  old  French  carol, 
“Bring  a  torch  Jeannette,  Isabella”;  a  round  called,  “Lo,  how  a 
rose  e’er  blooming”;  and  “My  Gentle  Harp”,  by  Sir  Thomas 
Moore  was  a  general  favourite.  We  have  all  learnt  a  beautiful 
setting  by  Sir  Henry  Walford  Davies  of  the  old  prayer,  “God  be 
in  my  head”,  which  is  now  sung  daily  at  school  prayers. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  term  we  had  some  very  interesting 
lessons  about  the  lives  of  some  of  the  great  composers,  chiefly 
of  the  seventeenth  century,  among  them  Bach,  Handel  and 
Purcell.  We  took  notes  about  them  and  Miss  Goodwin  played 
us  some  of  their  music  on  the  gramophone  to  show  us  some  of 
the  chief  characteristics  of  their  compositions. 

This  year  on  several  Friday  mornings  we  have  had  songs 
with  costumes  given  by  the  different  forms  of  the  Middle  School. 
“Good  Morrow  Gossip  Joan,”  given  by  1 1 1  -  B  was  very  amusing, 
and  the  “Milk-maid  Song”  was  well  sung  by  Form  III -C.  At 
the  end  of  the  Christmas  term,  III -A  sang  “The  Vicar  of  Bray” 
in  costume,  which  was  much  appreciated  by  everyone. 

C.  MACFARLANE, 

Age  16,  Mu  Gamma. 
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DRAMATIC  CLUB 


The  first  presentation  by  the  Dramatic  Club  was  the  “Trial 
Scene”  from  “Henry  VIII”  and  was  one  of  the  items  of  the 
concert  “Crotchets  and  Quavers”  given  in  aid  of  the  Building 
Fund.  This  performance  was  much  appreciated  and  the  actors 
are  to  be  congratulated  as  they  rehearsed  by  themselves. 

The  second  presentation  was  given  in  aid  of  The  Study  Library 
Fund,  which  has  been  opened  this  year  to  buy  new  books.  On 
April  14,  1926,  the  Dramatic  Club  presented  “The  Rivals”,  by 
Sheridan.  This  performance  was  greatly  appreciated,  as  no 
play  of  such  length  has  been  presented  for  some  time.  The 
Dramatic  Club  wish  to  thank  Miss  Gladding  for  the  coaching  she 
gave  us,  which  was  invaluable.  The  proceeds,  which  amounted 
to  $35,  are  being  used  to  buy  new  books  for  the  Library. 

Although  it  was  not  the  work  of  the  Dramatic  Club,  the 
performance  by  1 1 -A  of  the  murder  scene  from  “Julius  Caesar” 
must  not  be  passed  by.  The  scene  was  given  one  morning  after 
prayers.  Everyone  in  the  Form  took  part,  and  the  acting  was 
done  with  great  feeling  and  dignity. 


LIBRARY 


COMMITTEE 

Margaret  Peck  Charlotte  Macfarlane 

Charlotte  Stairs  Isabel  Barclay 

This  year  the  whole  library  has  been  recatalogued  and 
divided  into  four  sections: — Literature,  Fiction,  History  and 
Science,  and  each  section  has  been  subdivided  under  various 
headings.  We  have  received  a  great  many  new  books,  especially 
from  Miss  Gascoigne,  which  were  much  appreciated  by  the 
School.  Mrs.  Kemp  also  had  the  1924  and  1925  copies  of  the 
Nature  Magazine  bound  and  Mr.  Richardson  gave  us  some 
science  books. 

A  Library  Fund  has  been  started  with  the  proceeds  from 
“The  Rivals”  and  about  seven  dollars  from  fines  has  already  been 
added  to  it.  Subscriptions  will  be  very  gratefully  received. 

C.  STAIRS,  Age  16, 

Kappa  Rho . 
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PARLIAMENT 


Anybody  might  ask  what  our  Parliament  is  for  and  what 
it  does.  A  Parliament  is  a  body  that  determines  the  policy  or 
general  action  of  a  community  and  ours  does  this  by  making  the 
school  rules.  There  are  representatives  from  the  houses  and  the 
two  Upper  Thirds  while  the  lower  forms  are  represented  by  girls 
chosen  from  the  houses.  These  meet  and  suggest  measures  and 
before  the  next  session  find  out  the  general  feeling  of  their  forms 
in  regard  to  the  proposals  and  vote  accordingly. 

Everyone  clearly  sees  that  it  is  necessary  to  have  rules  in 
order  that  we  may  live  quietly  together  and  make  the  most  of 
our  school  time;  then  each  successive  Parliament  finds  that 
though  its  decisions  may  vary  in  detail,  the  essentials  are  the 
same.  Silence  at  certain  times  is  imperative  and  we  want  to 
show  a  proper  pride  as  members  of  the  school  by  wearing  a  uni¬ 
form  and  keeping  it  neat  and  orderly.  When  Parliament  has 
passed  these  rules  they  are  submitted  to  Miss  Gascoigne  and  the 
Staff  for  their  approval,  and  if  passed  by  them  are  in  force. 
Therefore  since,  as  a  school,  we  see  the  need  of  these  rules  and 
vote  for  them,  it  is  our  duty  to  keep  them  just  as  well  as  we  can. 

M.  PECK,  Age  17, 

Mu  Gamma. 


8TH  MONTREAL  COMPANY  GUIDES 

1924-5 

Last  winter,  on  December  23rd,  the  Company  gave  a  Christ¬ 
mas  party  for  37  poor  children  of  St.  George’s  Parish.  Prizes 
were  given  for  the  games  and  each  child  got  an  article  of  clothing, 
a  toy,  and  a  box  of  candy  to  take  away  with  her.  The  party  was 
a  great  success  and  much  enjoyed  by  all  present. 

We  owe  many  thanks  to  some  interested  friends  who  very 
kindly  gave  the  ice-cream,  candy  and  Christmas  decorations. 

Later  in  the  year  the  Rally  Team  under  Commanding  P.L. 
Isabel  Barclay  and  composed  of  Senior  P.L.  Betty  Dodd,  P.L. 
Jane  Leggat,  P.L.  Neville  Birchall,  P.L.  Patricia  Budden,  P. 
2nd  Charlotte  Stairs,  P.2nd  Anne  Hyde,  P.2nd  Berys  Gilmour, 
and  Guide  Nancy  Johnson,  with  P.L.  Pheobe  Nobbs  acting  as 
patient  for  the  First  Aid  Work,  unselfishly  worked  every  morning 
for  ten  days  during  the  Easter  Holidays,  winning  the  Honour 
Flag  for  the  second  time  and  the  hirst  Aid  Shield  for  the  first 
time  on  April  16th. 

At  the  Fifth  Annual  Rally  held  on  May  9th  at  the  Mount 
Royal  Arena,  the  8th  Company  combined  with  the  4th  and  Nth 
Companies  in  a  display  of  Swedish  Drill.  The  Rally  Team  were 
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also  among  the  eight  teams  to  give  an  exhibition  of  the  Signalling 
Drill  they  were  examined  in  for  the  test.  After  the  march  past 
the  Honour  Flag  was  presented  to  us  by  the  Divisional  Com¬ 
missioner  Mrs.  Herbert  and  the  First  Aid  Shield  by  the  donor. 
Dr.  Fairie,  M.D. 

The  Annual  Church  Parade  this  year,  owing  to  the  increase 
in  numbers  of  the  Montreal  Division,  was  forced  to  have  two 
district  parades  instead  of  one  Divisional  parade  as  has  been 
held  in  former  years.  The  service  for  the  Western  District  was 
held  at  St.  Andrews  Church,  Westmount,  on  May  17th,  the 
salute  being  taken  afterwards  by  the  District  Commissioner, 
Mrs.  Ross  Macdonald  on  Sheerbrooke  St.,  opposite  the  West- 
mount  Park.  The  parade  under  the  command  of  District 
Captain  Harvey  was  then  marched  into  the  Park  where,  after  a 
few  words  from  the  Commissioner,  was  dismissed. 

Through  the  kindness  of  Mrs.  Stairs,  the  Patrol  Seconds  and 
Captain  of  the  Company  spent  a  very  enjoyable  week-end  at 
her  house  in  Knowlton  Overy  the  30th  May 

In  June  the  Company  held  its  closing  picnic  on  Mount  Royal 
and  it  was  with  deep  regret  that  we  said  good-bye  to  our  Senior 
Patrol  Leader  Betty  Dodd  and  six  other  members  who  were 
leaving. 

During  the  summer  three  of  our  Guides  attended  the  Guide 
Camp  at  St.  Andrews  East. 

In  June  the  Patrol  Leaders  spent  ten  days  with  their  Captain 
at  “Mississagua”  in  the  1000  Islands. 

This  autumn  the  Company  meetings  started  on  6th  October 
with  14  new  recruits,  bringing  our  complement  up  to  46  Guides. 
We  were  all  very  pleased  to  welcome  our  Senior  Patrol  Leader, 
1  924,  back  among  us  as  Lieutenant  of  the  Company. 

We  are  glad  to  hear  that  our  Senior  Patrol  Leader  for  last 
year  is  carrying  on  her  useful  work  in  the  33rd  Company  as 
Lieutenant  under  Captain  Barry. 

E.  DOROTHY  BENSON,  Captain, 

8th  Montreal  Company. 

P.S. — The  8th  Company  have  won  the  Honour  Flag  again 
this  year.  As  this  is  the  third  time  in  succession,  the  flag  was 
presented  to  the  Company  at  the  last  Rally,  and  for  the  future 
it  will  remain  in  the  school.  The  Ambulance  Shield  was  won 
for  the  second  time 


BROWNIES 

One  day,  as  I  was  walking  on  the  Mountain,  I  met  a  very 
old  woman  who  had  been  gathering  acorns.  She  stopped  and 
asked  me  the  nearest  way  home.  I  was  just  going  to  tell  her 
when  a  voice  beside  me  said,  “I  will  show  you  the  way!”  Look¬ 
ing  down  I  saw  a  little  figure  all  in  brown  standing  beside  us. 
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“Who  are  you?’’  I  asked.  “Oh,  I  am  a  Brownie,”  she  answered; 
then  turning  to  the  old  woman  she  asked  her  if  she  could  help 
her  with  her  bag  of  acorns;  they  started  off  and  1  watched  them 
until  they  disappeared  behind  a  bend  in  the  road. 

A  Brownine!  I  remembered  reading  strange  stories  about 
the  Brownies,  how  they  used  to  come  early  in  the  morning  before 
the  “grown-ups”  were  awake,  and  sweep  the  floor  and  lay  the 
table  and  put  the  kettle  on  to  boil,  so  that  when  the  “grown-ups” 
came  down  they  were  surprised  and  delighted,  and  blessed  the 
Brownies.  I  had  heard  that  they  had  all  disappeared  a  long 
time  ago  and  had  never  come  back.  But  evidently  there  were 
still  some  Brownies  as  I  had  just  met  one. 

Then  one  day  1  got  a  chance  to  go  to  a  Brownie  Pack  meet¬ 
ing.  I  learned  a  great  deal  about  Brownies  but  I  could  not 
begin  to  tell  nearly  all  about  what  they  are  or  can  do — about 
their  laws  and  songs  and  dances — or  the  “Pow  Wow”  or  Brownie 
Magic  which  enables  them  to  go  to  desert  islands  or  enchanted 
woods. 

All  these  things  I  came  to  learn  about,  and  also  that  all 
the  Brownies  had  not  disappeared,  that  there  were  Brownies  in 
Montreal  and  Brownies  all  over  the  world. 

MARIAN  Mf  DALE, 

Tawny  Owl,  8th  Montreal  Pack. 


BASKET-BALL  CLLB 


COMMITTEE 


Honorary  Chairman 

Chairman . 

Captain . 

V  ice-Captain . 

Secretary . 

T  rcasurcr . 

Conveners . 


Miss  Gascoigne 
Miss  Edwards 
J.  Leggat 
A.  Hyde 
I.  Barclay 
P.  Budden 
C.  Stairs,  P.  Nobbs 


The  Basket-Ball  Club  has  grown  a  great  deal  during  the 
past  year.  I  he  playing  on  the  whole  is  greatly  improved,  owing 
to  the  coaching  Miss  Edwards  has  given  us. 
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TEAM 


Shots  A.  Hyde . .Mu  Gamma 

P.  Nobbs..,. . Kappa  Rho 

Centres  D.  Osborne . Kappa  Rho 

J.  Leggat . Kappa  Rho 

Guards  I.  Barclay . Mu  Gamma 

H.  Weldon . Mu  Gamma 

Matches  Score 

Study  vs.  Junior  League.  .......  36-9  J.  S.  leading 

Study  vs.  Weston .  44—1  1  Weston  leading 

Study  vs.  Weston  (return) .  63-20  Weston  leading 

Mu  Gamma  vs.  Kappa  Rho .  22-18  Kappa  Rho  leading 

Study  Past  vs.  Study  Present..  .  .  36-  Study  Present  leading 

JANE  LEGGAT,  Kappa  Rho. 


GYMNASTICS 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  we  have  not  yet  got  our  Assembly 
Room,  the  work  this  year  has  been  very  good.  The  Houses  and 
each  of  the  lower  Forms  have  a  Swedish  Drill  Table  of  their  own, 
their  aim  being  to  perfect  it  for  the  Competition  which  takes 
place  on  June  1.  Colonel  Gilday  very  kindly  acts  as  judge  for 
this  test.  The  teams  are  commanded  by  a  Captain  and  Lieu¬ 
tenant  chosen  from  among  themselves.  The  present  champions 
are  III -A  who  won  with  95  marks.  The  two  Houses  came 
second,  tying  with  90  marks  each.  Members  of  the  Upper  and 
Lower  school  gym  classes  gave  an  exhibition  at  Miss  Edwards’ 
closing  on  May  29,  which  was  very  smartly  done. 

A.  HYDE,  Mu  Gamma. 


THE  SCHOOL  SERVICE 

The  first  of  our  Annual  School  Services  was  held  in  Christ 
Church  Cathedral  on  May  27th.  It  was  beautiful  and  helpful 
and  we  were  very  glad  to  have  so  many  parents  and  relations 
taking  part  with  us.  The  hymns  chosen  were  some  of  those  we 
sing  at  school  prayers:  “Praise  my  soul  the  King  of  Heaven”, 
“There  is  a  green  hill  far  away,”  “Firmly  1  believe  and  truly 
God  is  Three  and  God  is  one,”  and  “He  who  would  valiant  be.” 
The  last  hymn  was  written  by  John  Bunyan  and  makes  you  feel 
as  if  you  were,  with  Christian,  overcoming  giants  and  scaling  the 
Hill  Difficulty.  The  collection  was  in  aid  of  Miss  Legge’s  Home, 

! ) 


where  about  12  children,  from  a  girl  of  sixteen  down  to  a  round- 
faced  baby  of  two,  are  taken  care  of. 

Dr.  Whitehead,  the  Cathedral  organist,  very  kindly  played 
throughout  the  service. 

Mr.  Wiswell  chose  most  beautiful  prayers  and  read  them 
for  us.  Dean  Carlisle  gave  us  an  address,  taking  as  his  text: 

Happy  is  the  man  who  trusts  in  God.  ’  Speaking  of  the  longing 
of  every  human  being  for  happiness,  he  explained  how  by  trusting 
in  God  and  following  the  example  of  Jesus  Christ,  it  could  be  won 
and  kept. 


NEWS  OF  OLD  GIRLS 

Grace  Shearwood  is  a  Technician  in  the  Eye  Department  of 
the  Montreal  General  Hospital.  She  did  a  great  deal  of 
work  in  connection  with  the  music  for  the  Junior  League 
this  year. 

Brunhilde  Morphy  (Mrs.  Dunton)  has  now  a  little  girl  and  a 
little  boy  and  lives  in  Westmount. 

Tannis  Somerset  is  at  present  abroad.  We  were  very  glad  to 
hear  news  of  her  after  a  very  long  time.  She  has  completed 
her  B.A.  Course  at  Toronto  University  and  now  lives  on  a 
farm  in  Ontario. 

Margaret  Black  has  just  returned  from  a  very  interesting  trip 
to  South  America.  Margaret  is  on  the  Committee  of  the 
O.G.A. 

Margaret  Gordon  (Mrs.  Andrew  Barr)  is  living  in  London, 
England. 

Elizabeth  Macarthur  is  in  her  third  year  at  Simmons  College, 
Boston,  where  she  is  working  very  hard. 

Kathleen  Rosamond  has  been  Secretary  at  School  this  year, 
and  has  devoted  her  spare  time  to  Guiding.  She  is  also 
President  of  the  Old  Girls’  Association. 

Norah  Rosamond  is  Captain  of  the  34th  Guide  Company  and 
has  also  been  working  very  hard  at  her  drawing. 

Jessie  Smith  is  living  in  England.  We  would  like  to  hear  more 
news  from  Jessie. 

Margaret  Stairs  has  just  returned  from  after  a  short  trip  to 
England.  This  winter  she  has  been  running  a  Girls’  Glub 
at  the  Iverley  Settlement. 

Gerda  Parsons  has  also  just  returned  from  abroad.  She  is  one 
of  the  secretaries  of  the  Junior  League  and  is  on  the  Com¬ 
mittee  of  the  Old  Girls’  Association. 
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Pierce  Porteous  has  been  in  New  York  nearly  all  winter  study¬ 
ing  art. 

Beatrice  Lyman,  who  is  in  her  third  year  at  McGill,  was  on  the 
R.V.C.  Debating  Team  which  took  part  in  the  Inter-Col¬ 
legiate  Debates.  She  is  Vice-President  of  the  Old  Girls’ 
Association. 

The  Anguses  are  still  living  in  St.  John.  We  hope  that  next 
year  we  will  see  Jean  as  she  is  coming  to  the  Royal  Victoria 
Hospital  to  train  as  a  nurse. 

Marian  Dale  has  been  accepted  by  the  Slade  School  of  Art  in 
London,  where  she  hopes  to  study  next  winter.  Marian 
has  been  the  Tawny  Owl  of  the  School  Pack  this  year. 
Isabel  Lamplough  is  doing  St.  John’s  Ambulance  work. 

Ethel  Lamplough  is  still  studying  music  at  McGill  and  is  the 
new  Treasurer  of  the  Old  Girl’s  Association. 

Dorothy  Benson  is  a  very  energetic  Guider;  as  well  as  being 
Captain  and  Brown  Owl  of  the  School  Company  and  Pack, 
she  takes  part  in  a  great  many  other  divisional  activities. 
She  is  very  much  to  be  congratulated  on  the  School  Com¬ 
pany  winning  the  Honour  Flag  and  the  Ambulance  Shield. 
Her  spare  time  has  been  taken  up  with  skating.  This  year 
she  won  the  Waltzing  Cup.  Dorothy  is  also  the  hard- 
worked  Secretary  of  the  Old  Girls’  Association. 

Marguerite  Doucet  has  just  returned  from  abroad  and  is 
living  at  home  at  Thetford  Mines. 

Joan  Eve  is  at  McGill  in  her  second  year.  She  played  on  the 
R.V.C.  Basket-Ball  team  in  the  Inter-Collegiate  matches. 
Marjorie  Stevenson  has  been  travelling  abroad  all  winter,  and 
is  now  working  at  the  Slade  School  in  London  where  she 
hopes  to  stay  for  another  year. 

Betty  Dodd  is  Lieutenant  of  the  33rd  Guide  Company  and  is 
also  a  very  energetic  Sea  Guide.  Betty  was  elected  to  the 
Committee  of  the  Old  Girls’  Association  this  year. 

Berys  Gilmour  was  studying  at  McGill  this  winter. 

Ellen  Stansfield  is  also  at  McGill.  We  see  her  at  School  every 
week  as  she  is  Lieutenant  of  the  School  Company  of  Guides. 
She  is  also  a  Sea  Guide. 

Gwyneth  Wonham  is  working  for  the  Children’s  Bureau  this 
year. 

Jean  Tatley  is  taking  a  course  in  Domestic  Science  at  Mac¬ 
donald  College  this  year. 

There  have  been  several  marriages  during  the  past  year. 
Beatrice  Murray  (Mrs.  Arthur  Findlay),  Thora  Clerk  (Mrs. 
Armstrong),  Anna  Cowans  (Mrs.  Alex.  Paterson),  Rita  Hucheson 
(Mrs.  Hastie  Holden),  Margaret  Molson  (Mrs.  Theodore  Morgan), 
Margaret  Gordon  (Mrs.  Andrew  Barr),  Dolly  Davidson  (Mrs. 
Alan  McColl),  Alice  Jamieson  (Mrs.  Ian  Adair).  We  also  hear 
that  Marian  Crawford  is  to  be  married  very  soon  and  that  she 
will  live  in  New  York. 

We  should  very  much  like  to  hear  news  of  Margaret  Mc- 
Murrich  and  Peggy  Fairman. 
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THE  SNOW  FAIRIES 


Once  upon  a  time  there  lived  Snow  Fairies.  They  were 
very  jolly,  they  got  snow  and  threw  it  all  around  the  world. 
They  threw  the  snow  from  a  high  mountain,  on  the  top  of  the 
houses.  They  had  great  fun. 

The  children  had  lots  of  fun.  They  made  snow-men  and 
forts.  Some  children  had  to  go  to  school.  But  they  didn’t 
care,  they  had  fun  falling  in  the  snow  when  they  went  to  school. 
But  the  babies  had  to  go  walking  with  their  nannies,  because 
they  were  too  young  to  play  with  snow.  But  the  other  children 
had  lots  of  fun.  But  when  the  night  came  they  had  to  go  to 
bed. 

At  night  the  snow  fairies  came  down  and  played  in  the 
children’s  forts;  they  made  the  forts  bigger  for  the  children. 
The  snow  fairies  brought  the  snow  to  the  forts  in  little  blue  bags. 
They  were  little  brown  coats  and  little  brown  hats.  But  some¬ 
times  they  climbed  up  into  the  clouds  and  threw  the  snow  down 
from  the  clouds. 


KATHERINE  GURD,  Age  7 

Form  I-B. 


THE  WINTER  TIME 

In  winter  when  the  snow  is  on  the  ground 
We  take  our  sleighs  and  slide, 

We  like  the  winter  cause  it’s  cold 

And  then  to  slide.  Oh,  it  is  fun!  And  ski-ing  is  too. 

MARCIA  DRUMMOND, 

Age  8,  I-A. 


THE  TOYS 

“Le  t  have  some  adventure,”  said  the  Teddy  Bear.  “But 
what  can  we  do?”  said  a  chorus  of  voices.  “Well,  I  must  think 
then,’’  answered  Teddy.  All  of  a  sudden  there  was  a  scratching 
noise  under  the  nursery  door  and  who  should  come  in  but  Bella, 
the  cat.  Then  they  all  asked  if  they  might  have  a  ride  on  her 
back,  and  as  she  had  had  a  good  supper  of  mice,  she  said  they 
might;  and  what  a  lovely  time  they  had.  By  and  by  they  grew 
very  sleepy  and  they  all  went  to  bed. 

MARGARET  PATCH,  Age  9, 

I  I-B. 
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THE  RABBITS  AND  THE  FOX 

Once  upon  a  time  there  were  two  Rabbits  that  built  a  house 
of  mud.  The  very  same  night  that  they  built  it,  a  fox  came 
along  and  asked  if  he  could  spend  the  night  with  them.  Now 
the  rabbits  knew  the  very  thing  that  the  fox  wanted  to  do,  so 
they  thought  that  they  would  play  a  trick  on  the  fox,  instead 
of  him  playing  one  on  them.  So  they  gathered  some  dry  leaves 
and  put  them  in  their  hut  as  a  bed  for  the  fox,  so  when  they  went 
to  bed  they  did  not  go  to  sleep.  When  the  fox  was  fast  asleep, 
it  was  about  twelve  o’clock.  They  set  a  match  to  the  fox’s  bed. 

When  it  had  touched  the  fox  he  jumped  up  in  a  great  fright 
and  he  was  so  frightened  he  ran  out  of  the  hut  and  never  appeared 
to  the  rabbits  again,  so  they  lived  happily  ever  after, 

KATHERINE  MACDONALD, 

_ _  Age  8,  II-B. 


EVENING 

The  milkmaid  goes  to  milk  the  cows, 

The  cattle  on  the  meadow  drowse, 

And  people  homeward  tread  their  way, 

For  ’tis  the  ending  of  the  day 

The  farmer  stops  his  planting  seed, 

And  his  good  wife  she  bids  him  feed, 

The  workmen  stop  their  cutting  hay, 

For  ’tis  the  ending  of  the  day. 

And  people  all  from  high  and  low. 

Begin  their  twinkling  lights  to  show, 

The  sun  casts  on  us  his  last  ray, 

For  ’tis  the  ending  of  the  day. 

ANNE  FYSHE, 

_  Age  10,  III-C, 


SOUND 

Sweet  are  the  sounds  that  echo  on  the  hill, 

The  robin  singing  sweetly  to  his  mate; 

The  cow-bells  tinkling  as  they  slowly  wander  by, 

And  the  lapping  of  the  wavelets  on  the  shore. 

The  moan  of  a  fir  tree  at  a  lonely  cottage  door 
And  the  caw— caw-caw  from  the  crow, 

The  whistling  of  the  wind  that  goes  tearing  through  the  wood 
And  scatters  all  the  green  leaves  everywhere; 

The  splashing  of  the  brook  as  it  merrily  flows  by, 

And  the  bark  of  the  dog  upon  the  hill. 

ELIZABETH  PECK, 

Age  1  1 ,  Form  I / I-B. 
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A  STORM  AT  SEA 


Jonathan  Kent,  a  burly  lad  of  seventeen,  stepped  on  board 
1  he  Mary  Anne”,  a  merchant  vessel  bound  for  America  (in 
1509).  Twas  an  evil-smelling  boat  into  the  bargain,  but  as  he 
was  a  penniless  lad,  he  betook  himself  to  this  small  craft, 
clothes  had  seen  better  days;  but  although  his  once  gaily  feathered 
hat  was  old  and  worn,  it  shaded  a  cheerful  and  quite  handsome 


“Well,  me  lad,  said  the  weather-beaten  captain,  “you’ve 
a’taken  to  me  ship  if  I’m  not  mistook,’’  and  he  jerked  his  thumb 
(which  was  very  greasy  looking)  toward  the  hatchway.  “And 
ye  had  better  change  yer  clothes.’’ 

•  •  •  •  a  •  • 

It  was  four  days  since  Jonathan  Kent  had  betaken  himself 
to  the  uncertain  life  of  a  sailor;  the  evening  of  that  day  drew 
near,  and  the  sun  set  like  a  fiery  ball  behind  the  thin  grey  horizon 
line.  Angry  and  black-looking  clouds  scudded  from  the  north¬ 
east  and  a  howling  wind  filled  the  sails  and  churned  the  waves 
into  foam  like  a  pot  of  pitch.  Distant  rumbling  could  be  heard 
growing  louder  and  louder  like  an  avalance  of  tremendous  size 
rushing  down  the  mountain  sides  of  Switzerland. 

The  darkness  was  now  closing  in,  and  fog-banks  spread 
themselves  like  a  high  gray  wall.  Jonathan  was  sent  up  aloft  to 
see  if  he  could  see  the  reefs  which  the  boat  was  bound  to  pass; 
they  were  the  dreaded  reefs  which  every  sailor  feared;  but  the 
thick  banks  of  mist  were  so  dense  he  could  see  nothing. 

The  storm  was  now  growing  worse  and  worse  till  it  was 
soon  overhead.  A  vivid  flash  of  lightning  showed  only  too  well 
the  dreadful  reefs  jutting  out  of  the  water,  their  cruel  points  of 
bronze  and  purple  covered  with  green  slime;  it  seemed  as  if  every 
moment  would  bring  them  on  the  rocks. 

“Hoist  down  the  sails,’’  bellowed  the  captain  into  one  of 
the  sailor’s  ears;  but  it  was  too  late;  the  ship  gave  a  jar  and  a 
cracking  sound  could  be  heard  above  the  roar  of  the  waves,  a 
tremendous  hole  was  rent  in  the  ship’s  side  and  the  “Mary 
Anne’’  began  to  fill  rapidly. 

Then  there  suddenly  came  a  terrific  booming,  a  tremendous 
wave  dashed  itself  over  the  boat,  completely  hiding  it  from  view; 
then  were  heard  the  cries  of  drowning  sailors,  but  Jonathan  Kent 
leaped  over  the  side  of  the  boat  and  swam  for  his  life.  Flashes 
of  lightning  followed  by  the  booming  of  thunder  and  the  constant 
roar  of  the  waves  almost  stunned  him  and  his  strength  seemed  to 
be  failing  him.  Slowly,  very  slowly,  his  body  became  numbed 
with  cold;  a  short  way  away  from  him  appeared  a  piece  of  wreck¬ 
age;  would  his  strength  hold  out  till  he  reached  it?  Gradually 
he  made  towards  it — nearer  and  nearer — he  battled  his  way 
through  wind  and  sea — ’till  at  last  he  laid  his  numbed  hand 
upon  it,  and  held  with  all  his  remaining  strength. 
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The  wind  seemed  to  cut  his  face  and  he  began  to  wonder 
what  would  happen  next.  It  seemed  hours  that  he  drifted 
about;  but  at  last  above  the  moan  of  the  wind  and  the  roar  of 
the  waves  he  heard  a  gruff  voice  say:  “Hold  on  tight  there, 
laddie,  and  I’ll  get  ye  up  somehow.”  He  looked  up  to  see  a 
boat  booming  up  in  front  of  him,  then  a  rope  being  let  down. 
On  the  end  cxf  it  he  saw  a  man  who  swam  towards  him  and  at¬ 
tached  the  rope  to  his  waist,  then  they  were  both  hauled  on 
board.  Jonathan  fainted  and  when  he  recovered  they  were 
dashing  cold  v/ater  over  his  face.  He  was  at  once  given  some¬ 
thing  to  eat  after  his  clothes  were  changed. 

The  next  morning  the  captain  asked  him  about  himself  and 
told  Jonathan  that  he  was  badly  in  need  of  a  cook’s  apprentice 
and  if  Jonathan  would  take  up  the  job  he  would  give  him  wages 
and  every  sailor’s  comfort. 

So  Jonathan  Kent  joined  the  crew  of  the  “Saucy  Sally”  and 
he  is  now  a  first  class  cook 


ELIZABETH  PECK, 

Age  11,  III-B. 


THE  FJORDS  OF  NORWAY 

The  long  arm  of  the  sea,  stretching  far  inland,  lay  shimmer¬ 
ing  in  the  light  of  the  early  morning  sun,  over-arched  by  a  dome 
of  deep  blue,  and  everywhere  rang  the  songs  of  birds  whose  little 
hearts  were  bursting  with  gladness  and  who  seemed  to  sing 
of  the  beauty  of  the  world  in  general. 

On  either  side  of  the  fjord  towered  the  mountains  clothed 
with  fir  trees,  while  all  along  its  margin  a  fringe  of  silver  birches 
waved  their  heads  in  the  breeze.  Here  and  there  wooded  islets 
were  studded  amongst  the  still  waters  and  the  quack  of  eider 
ducks  contentedly  feeding  could  be  plainly  heard  in  the  rushes 
near  the  shore.  The  golden  sands  at  the  bottom  of  the  fjord 
could  be  easily  seen  through  the  clear  water,  with  fishes  darting 
to  and  fro,  and  the  water-lilies  that  grew  on  the  surface  of  the 
water,  opened  their  petals  and  lay  bathed  in  golden  sunbeams. 

At  intervals  along  the  shore  were  dotted  little  farmhouses, 
painted  white  with  red  gabled  roofs,  and  the  faint  tinkle  of  goat- 
bells,  whose  owners  had  been  driven  out  to  feed  on  the  rich 
grass  by  some  early  riser,  was  carried  far  back  along  the  fjord 
by  the  mountain  breeze.  A  few  little  row-boats  were  moored 
near  the  shore,  and  some  or  these  the  owners  had  already  got 
out  and  were  either  allowing  themselves  to  drift  slowly  down  the 
fjord  or  were  patiently  awaiting  a  bite. 

But  their  patience  was  soon  rewarded;  there  came  a  tug 
on  the  line,  then  a  flash  of  a  silvery  body  in  the  sun  and  the 
fine  fish  was  soon  wriggling  beneath  the  grasp  of  the  hand  of  the 
skilled  fisherman. 
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Then  the  line  was  lowered  again,  the  ripples  became  smooth, 
the  disturbed  water-lilies  sank  back  into  their  places  and  the 
sun  shone  down  once  more  upon  a  scene  of  perfect  peace  and 
tranq  uility. 

EVELYN  CANTLIE, 

Age  11,  IIUB. 


NATURE 

In  June  the  flowers  come  out, 

The  daisies  and  the  clover; 

And  when  in  August,  hay  is  out, 

The  strawberries  are  over. 

September  turns  leaves  yellow, 

Red  and  green  and  brown, 

And  when  October  brings  rough  winds, 

All  the  leaves  are  down. 

BARBARA  KEMP, 

Age  00,  IIUA. 


THE  GOLDEN  WEST 

The  golden  corn  is  swaying, 

Is  swaying  in  the  breeze 
Like  a  thousand  ladies 

A  bending  on  their  knees. 

SHEILA  MACFARLANE, 

Age  12,  IIUA. 


TREES 

In  spring  the  trees  are  beautiful, 

All  clad  in  palest  green. 

The  young  leaves  burst  from  baby  buds, 

And  nests  of  birds  are  seen. 

In  summer  it  is  very  nice 
To  lie  beneath  the  shade 

Of  dark  green,  trees,  and  watch  the  clouds 
Go  sailing  overhead. 

In  autumn-time  the  trees  are  all 
A  mass  of  fiery  red, 

Of  yellow  and  of  golden-brown, 

Like  crusts  of  new-baked  bread. 

But  winter  is  the  nicest  time 
Though  trees  are  dull  of  hue, 

I  look  up  through  the  branches  bare 
And  see  the  stars  shine  through. 

AILEEN  STAIRS, 

Age  13,  Kappa  Rho. 
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THE  FATE  OF  THE  PHYSICAL  CULTURE  GIRL 

She  arose  early  in  the  morning.  Although  the  weather  was 
cold,  she  drank  two  brimming  glasses  of  icy  water.  Shiveringly 
she  turned  on  the  cold  shower  and  grew  numb  as  she  stood  be¬ 
neath  it.  Five  minutes  she  spent  in  brushing  her  teeth,  gargling 
her  throat,  and  washing  her  eyes,  and  her  head  ached  after  the 
vigorous  brushing  it  had  received.  Standing  in  front  of  the  glass 
she  forced  herself  to  smile  and  slowly  mumbled  these  words: 
*  Look  the  World  in  the  Face,  and  ee  a  Fresh  Sea-Breeze. ’t 

Ten  times  she  repeated  them  and  then  she  went  down  to 
breakfast.  She  had  scarcely  finished  her  last  bite  when  she  was 
off  to  clean  her  teeth  lest  a  particle  of  food  should  injure  them. 
Then,  on  with  her  coat  and  hat  and  ten  minutes  laboured  running 
to  school.  After  eating  her  biscuits  she  disappeared,  and  was 
found  cleaning  her  teeth  with  a  collapsible  toothbrush  that  she 
wore  around  her  neck! 

When  she  reached  home  she  underwent  a  thorough  house¬ 
cleaning  before  she  greeted  her  mother.  Lunch  over  her  teeth 
had  to  be  attended  to  and  then  another  run  to  school.  She 
paused  on  the  doorway  to  draw  in  six  deep  breaths  but  the  effort 
plainly  tired  her.  After  tea  her  teeth  had  to  be  cleaned  again; 
before  bed  she  spent  half  an  hour  in  scouring  her  whole  body. 

One  day  she  was  found  asleep  in  the  snow  and  she  never 
awoke.  “Obvious  overwork  in  being  healthy,”  said  the  coroner, 
and  this  was  her  epitaph: 

“I  cleaned  and  cleaned  and  cleaned  and  cleaned 
From  morn  to  eve,  all  night,  all  day; 

Alas!  I  tried  to  clean  so  much, 

I  simply  cleaned  myself  away.” 

DOROTHY  OSBORNE, 

Kappa  Rho. 


ALEXANDRA 

And  as  the  years  move  on  with  measured  tread, 

Each  day  ten  thousand  die  and  leave  this  earth; 

Yet  ere  we  miss  them,  there  are  given  birth 
As  many  more;  to  live  on  in  their  stead. 

So  it  is  not  with  thee,  0  Queen,  tho’  dead, 

Thy  name  forever  liveth;  all  the  mirth 
Of  this  vast  universe  was  stilled,  ’tis  said, 

When  forth  the  sad  news  flew;  all  know  the  worth. 
Oh!  Alexandra,  thee  we  mourn  full  sore! 

Lo!  Heaven  itself  lets  fall  soft  tears  for  thee, 

Yet  ’tis  our  joy  that  now  and  evermore, 

England’s  thou  art  and  England’s  thou  shalt  be. 

O  Queen,  our  love  for  thee  can  never  fade, 

For  thou  a  thing  divine  of  it  hast  made. 

DORTOHY  OSBORNE 

Kappa  Rho. 
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THE  MONTHS 


January  with  sun  and  snow, 

February  with  winds  that  blow, 

March  with  fresh’ning  ground  so  flow’ry, 

April  with  her  breezes  showry 
May  reminds  us  of  the  days 
Of  June  in  peaceful  sunlit  bays; 

July  comes  in  with  thunderstorm 
Then  August  with  his  sun  so  warm; 

September  comes  arrayed  in  red, 

October  tells  us  summer’s  dead; 

November’s  days  are  short  and  sad, 

December  brings  us  Christmas  glad 

BETTY  KEMP 

Age  13,  Mu  Gamma 


OUR  THOUGHTS 

There  are  very  few  of  us  who  can  quietly  overcome  the  little 
annoyances  of  life  that  we  so  often  meet,  not  to  mention  the  big 
disappointments  that  are  bound  to  come  to  us  sooner  or  later. 
If  people  would  only  realize  that  this  world  is  really  what  we 
make  it;  it  is  useless  and  a  waste  of  time  to  blame  our  own  faults 
on  others  which  unfortunately  a  great  many  of  us  do.  Our 
thoughts  really  make  up  our  character  because  if  we  always 
think  nice  things  about  people  we  are  surely  going  to  feel  and 
say  them.  A  great  many  people  ask  the  question,  “What  does 
it  matter  what  I  think?’’  It  really  matters  a  great  deal  what 
everyone  thinks,  as  the  opinion  of  each  of  us  goes  toward  making 
up  the  world.  Everyone  who  has  any  ambition  is  anxious  to 
make  the  best  of  himself,  and  to  do  this  each  one  of  us  must  have  a 
fine  character.  Our  character  is  like  a  musical  instrument,  for 
example  a  harp  which  is  made  up  of  a  number  of  strings,  whereas 
we  are  made  up  of  a  number  of  thoughts ;  a  fine  character  is  wanted 
everywhere  as  its  effect  is  very  lovely  and  a  good  harp  is  always 
a  delight  to  everybody. 

We  all  have  our  faults;  if  people  would  realize  that  every 
time  they  want  to  win  a  game  they  said  to  themselves;  “I’m 
going  to  lose,  I’m  going  to  lose,  I’m  Going  to  Lose!’’  Well, 
then,  why  wouldn  t  they  lose  if  they  haven’t  any  more  am¬ 
bition  than  that.  Sir  Henry  Thornton  tells  us  that  many  an 
athletic  team  is  beaten  before  it  comes  on  the  field  because  the 
players  get  so  discouraged  and  are  frightened  they  will  lose. 
But  if  we  say  to  ourselves,  “I’ll  try  my  very  best  and  in  the  end 
I  11  get  there,  we  are  the  kind  of  people  that  count,  people  with 
some  backbone  and  we  Will  win  in  the  end.’’  Our  thoughts 
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not  only  make  our  characters  they  make  ourselves  and  every¬ 
thing  that’s  good  and  bad  about  us;  it  is  a  wonderful  thing  and 
a  great  help  to  ourselves,  our  friends,  our  school  and  our  country 
to  have  ambition  and  a  will. 

I  came  across  a  piece  of  poetry  that  struck  me  as  being  very 
fine.  In  conclusion  I  will  quote  a  verse  of  it: 

“If  you  think  you  are  beaten,  you  are; 

If  you  think  you  dare  not,  you  don’t; 

If  you’d  like  to  win,  but  you  think  you  can’t, 

It’s  almost  a  cinch  you  won’t. 

Life’s  battles  don’t  always  go 
To  the  stronger  or  faster  man; 

But  sooner  or  later  the  man  who  wins, 

Is  the  one  who  Thinks  he  can. 

HARRIET  CRAIG 

Age  15,  Mu  Gamma. 


A  DESERTED  HOUSE 

We  all  have  our  memories,  cherished  memories,  of  people 
and  places  and  scenes  that  we  have  known,  and  this  one  of  mine 
is  of  a  long  low  house  standing  in  the  midst  of  acre  upon  acre  of 
woodland  and  hills,  far  away  in  the  heart  of  the  Laurentians. 

There  the  whip-poor-will  calls  through  the  still  mid-summer 
night  to  his  mate,  and  the  golden  moon  looks  down  upon  a  fairy¬ 
land  of  forests  and  running  brooks  and  all  the  wild  things  prowl¬ 
ing  about  in  the  kindly  shadows  of  night;  or  upon  that  same 
landscape  when  it  is  covered  with  a  blanket  of  white,  upon  leafless 
trees,  and  creaking  pines  standing  tall  and  dark  against  the  mid¬ 
night  sky.  But  v/hether  it  is  in  the  Summer,  Winter,  Spring  or 
Fail,  no  matter  what  garb  nature  may  wear,  or  what  change  she 
has  undergone,  there  stands  always  in  the  lee  of  a  hill  this  old 
house,  surrounded  by  softly-whispering  pines,  alone,  upon  the 
lake’s  brink.  What  tales  those  murmuring  trees  could  tell 
about  that  little  house  which  once  echoed  and  re-echoed  with 
laughter  and  mirth,  and  now  stands  shuttered,  silent  and  deserted 
— a  desolate  object. 

No  smoke  curls  up  in  a  bluish  thread  from  the  chimney 
stack  now;  no  hre  burns  in  the  hearth  within;  in  one  place  a 
chimney-swift  has  built  his  nest,  in  another  a  little  brown  mouse 
has  made  her  home.  On  the  terrace  where  once  children  played, 
grass  has  grown  up  between  the  stones  and  tiny  creatures  have 
made  habitations  for  themselves  in  the  crevices.  Swallows  live 
under  the  eaves  of  the  roof,  a  bunny  has  his  hole  beneath  the 
porch  and  on  warm  summer  nights  comes  out  to  scamper  and 
frolic  over  the  terrace  and  grassy  turf. 
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Windows  and  doors,  their  frames  warped  with  age,  are  in 
some  places  gaping  wide,  the  glass  splintered  and  jagged  or 
missing  altogether.  Shingles  and  woodwork  have  turned  to 
silvery  gray,  and  the  stonework  in  some  places  has  begun  to 
crumble  quite  away. 

In  the  summer  when  the  wind  rustles  through  the  pine 
trees  with  a  whispering  sound,  and  bends  the  boughs  till  they 
touch  the  crazy  roof,  it  stands  a  dead  thing  in  the  mids  t  of  life. 
In  the  winter  when  the  wind  blows  in  eddies  under  the  door,  and 
whistles  through  the  pines  with  its  chilly  blast,  it  stands  a  dead 
thing  in  the  midst  of  death — “A  memory  of  what  has  been,  and 
nevermore  shall  be.” 

ISABEL  M.  BARCLAY, 

Age  16,  Mu  Gamma. 


HOW  A  SPIDER  DID  IT 

A  prisoner  in  Holland  was  lying  on  the  wretched  heap  of 
straw  in  a  corner  of  his  cell,  which  was  the  nearest  approach  to 
a  bed  that  could  be  seen  there.  The  man,  who  was  a  French¬ 
man,  had  been  imprisoned  for  talking  of  liberty  and  equal  rights 
to  the  subjects  of  the  Stadtholder  of  Holland,  and  for  months 
he  had  pined  in  this  dismal  prison. 

He  was  not  asleep  now,  but  sat  propped  up  on  his  elbow, 
intently  watching  a  black  spider  busy  with  its  web.  When  the 
prisoner,  whose  name  was  Dis  Jonval,  first  saw  the  spider  at 
work  in  that  dark  corner,  he  felt  glad  of  even  so  insignificant  and 
silent  a  companion  He  was  quite  interesting,  too,  on  longer 
acquaintance,  and  by  studying  his  habits,  the  prisoner  gained  a 
great  deal  of  information.  The  spider  never  appeared  during 
bad  weather,  and  Dis  Jonval  was  able  to  predict  frost  at  least  a 
week  before  it  came  by  watching  the  spider’s  movements.  When 
the  spider  kept  securely  housed,  the  Frenchman  was  almost  sure 
to  have  a  bad  headache. 

Meanwhile,  the  French  General  Pichegru,  with  a  large 
force,  advanced  suddenly  into  Holland.  But  this  did  not  trouble 
the  Stadtholder,  who  could  rely  upon  his  “water-works”  in  all 
emergencies.  He  simply  retired,  and  when  the  French  army  was 
well  in  the  centre  of  the  country,  the  word  was  given  and  the 
dykes  were  cut.  A  flat  country,  the  greater  part  of  it  below  the 
level  of  the  sea,  Pichegru  found  in  the  Dutch  seas  a  far  greater 
foe  than  the  Dutch  armies.  Holland  was  all  a  swamp.  The 
Frenchman  could  not  advance,  could  hardly  retreat.  The  fate 
of  Anjou  and  his  gallant  army  seemed  in  store  for  him. 

But  the  weather  had  suddenly  changed,  until  it  was  almost 
as  mild  as  summer.  1  he  next  day  no  spider  appeared  and  the 
Frenchman  felt  very  lonely.  Three  days  passed  without  seeing 
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him,  and  Dis  Jonval  thought  his  head  had  never  ached  so  before 
He  talked  to  the  jailer  when  he  brought  in  his  meals  and  found 
him  more  friendly  than  he  had  expected.  From  him  he  heard 
of  the  advance  of  Pichegru’s  army  and  the  trap  laid  for  its  de- 
structon 

“You  see,  mynheer,”  added  the  man,  “your  countryman 
depended  upon  hard  water.  If  a  frost  had  come,  he  certainly 
would  have  taken  the  city;  but  as  it  is,  he  will  soon  have  to  retreat 
to  Belgium.” 

A  sudden  light  flashed  upon  Dis  Jonval,  and,  thanks  to  the 
spider  and  his  headache,  he  brgan  to  see  his  way  out  of  prison. 
“If  a  frost  had  come.”  It  was  coming  now!  The  army  would 
be  saved,  Utrecht  would  be  taken,  and  he  — 

He  pleaded  with  the  jailer,  as  a  man  pleads  for  life  and 
freedom,  to  bring  him  pen,  ink  and  paper,  and  smuggle  a  note 
for  him  through  the  line  to  the  French  General,  who  would  prob¬ 
ably  exchange  a  Dutch  prisoner  for  him  with  the  Stadtholder; 
and  finally  the  man  agreed  to  do  his  errand. 

All  the  note  contained  was  a  simple  explanation  about  the 
spider,  who  had  not  appeared  for  three  days,  and  the  writer  s 
headache.  He  predicted  a  hard  frostwithin  a  week,  and  begged 
Pichegru  not  to  fall  back 

The  General  knew  Dis  Jonval,  and  resolved  to  wait  a  week; 
and  then  came  the  hardest  frost  that  Holland  had  known  for  a 
hundred  years.  The  waters  were  bound  with  icy  fetters.  The 
French  advanced  triumphantly,  Utrecht  fell,  and  the  prisoner 
was  released.  But  the  spider,  who  had  done  it  all  knew  nothing 
about  it,  and  went  on  spinning  as  usual. 

CHARLOTTE  MACFARLANE, 

Age  16,  Mu  Garrma. 


MY  LADY 

My  Lady  has  a  dull  red  satin  gown, 

Bedecked  with  many  a  flower  and  ribbon  gay, 

It’s  worth  its  weight  in  gold,  ’tis  said  in  town! 

(But  whisper — since  she  bought  it  pink,  six  years  ago  to-day, 
She’s  dyed  it  deeper  every  spring  to  hide  the  dirt  away!) 

My  Lady's  robe  doth  boast  a  sweeping  train, 

A  lengthy  skirt  is  dignified  you’ll  find, 

She’s  proud  as  any  peacock,  that  is  plain! 

(But  whisper  very  softly  now — there  also  drags  behind 
A  veritable  whirlpool  of  dead  flowers  and  orange  rind!) 

My  Lady’s  hair  towers  high  upon  her  head, 

A  stately  pile  with  feathers  finely  drest. 

It  took  four  hours  at  least  to  do  ’tis  said! 

(But  whisper — since  she  wears  it  thus  while  dancing  and  at  rest, 
A  little  homeless  mousy  kin  therein  has  made  her  nest!) 

MARGARET  PECK, 

Age  1  7,  Mu  Gamma. 
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